TheTragedj of Hamlet 

then tables, before they come to the play, as thus: 
Cannot you flay till I eatc my porrige? and, you owe me 
i A quarters wagcstand, my coate wants a cullifon: 
And.your bcerc is fowrctand, blabbering with his lips, 

' And thus kccpingin his cinkapafe oficaft«. 

, '"When, God knows, the wanne Clowne cannot makeaieft 
V nleffc by chance, as the blindc roan catchcth a hare: 
JMaiflers tell him of it. 
fitly ers We will my Lord. 

Ham. Well, goe make you ready. exeunt flayers. 
Horatio. Hecre my Lord. 

, Ham. thouarteucnasiuftaman, 

As e re my conuerfation cop’d withall. 

Hor. O my lord! 

Ham. Nay why lliould Iflattcr thee? 

Why fliould the poore be flattered? 

. What gaincfliould I feceiue by flattering thee^ 

■ That nothing hath but thy good mindc? 

Let flattery fit on thofc time-pleafing tongs, 

T o glofc with them that loues to hearc their praife, 

And not with fuch as thou Horatio. 

T here is a play to night, wherein one Sceane they haue 
Comes very ncerc the murder ofmy father, 

• When thou flralt ice that Aft afootc, 

Marke thou the King, doe but obferue his lookes. 

For I mine ties will rmet to hisfice: 

And if he doc not bleach, and change at that. 

It is a damned ghoft that we hauefeene. 

Horatio f haue a care, obferue him well. 

Hor. My lord, niin,c cics fliail flill be on his face, 

A nd not the fmallefl alteration 
T hat Ihal! appeare in him , bu 1 1 fhall note it. 

Ham, Harke, they come. 

JEnter King,^syeene, Ceramiis, and other Lor^s, (a play? 
King Flow now ion Hamlet, husn fare you,fliall wc haue 
^am, Y/aith" the Ca.ro,elions difli, not capon cranjm’d, 


PrmeofDemarkt. 




feede a the ayre. 'f. 

Ifathcr:Mylord,youplaydinthcVniuerhtic. 

hr. ThatldidmyL: ancll was counted a good aftor. ^ 

%m. What did you enaft there? ■/ ^ i 

Cor. My lord.l did aft /»/<»« Ce/rfr, I was killed 
in the Capitoll,'3r»trw killed me. 

Ham. It was a brute parte of him,’ 

To kill fo capitall a calfe. 

Come, be thefc Players ready? 

Queene Hamlet come fit downc by me. 
nfm. Nobymyfaithmothcr,hccrc’samcttlemorcat- 
Lady will you giue me lcaue,andfo forth: (traftiuc: 

To lav my head in your lappe? 

ofe/. NoniyLord. , (trary matters? 

' Ham. Vpon your lap,whatdoyouthinke I meant con- 

a^umhe Sherv. the King and the ^ueene, he fit f ^ j ^ 
dmneinan i^rbor,Jheleaues him : Thenenters Luci- . 

anHi with foyfonin a Viall, andfowresit in his eares,a»d ^ W/^u/ 

goes away : ’Then the $^tyeene cemmeth and findeshim 
dead : and goes away with the other. 

Ofel. What meancs this my Lord? Taster theTrologue. 

Ham. This is myching Mallico, that meancs my chiefe. 

0|e/. What doth this meanc my lord? ^ 

Ham. you (hall heare anone, this fellow will tell you all. 

Ofel. Will he tell vs what this (he wracanes? 

Ham. Loranyfhcyvyou’lefhewhim, 

Be not afeard to Ihew, hce’le not be afeard to tell: 

O thefc Players cannot kcepe counfcll, thei’lc tell all. 

Prol. For vs,andforourTragedie, 

Hcere ftowpiug to your clcmcncic. 

We begge your hearing patiently. 

Ham. rftaprologuc,orapocficfbrariog? 

• Ofel. T’is fliort my Lord. 

Ham, As womens loue. 

SntertheTJukeandTiHtchefe. 

Duke Full foi tie ycaves are paft, their ditc is gone, ■ 
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